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Dharm:          In this season of the year
It is usual, that meteors Skim the milky way And Siva's grace inspires Many to their glorious tasks Committing, daunting, Bowing our heads down To unerring insights. We can't stand the riddle of His dance! Our legs are no legs. With this awesome fork Impinging on our minds, We dizzy into a heterocosm. We need them as we climb, And once we set foot On the peak Fulfilment is ours; In due course we are oned with Siva.
Ekam:            It makes me glad;
It is in Siva I do see All this; your words have Set me wondering At the crux of life, Of our stand, of our yuga Behind and before us. This sun is one-wheeled; This yuga is one-legged; Nor is the sun lame; Nor Kali walkless; Sun wheels evermore And scales the realm And all other orbs Under His power. Let legs speed to provident ends; Were it not so, This world, a wild work Of His dance would make effects Whereof as its facts, Not artefacts but chaos would be. Are the stars faulty?
Dharm:          This is Kali;ow a little dirtied.
